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eight o'clock, the first time I ever did so. Craft, the Hcn-
drik Hudson., a boat as much superior to any thing you
ever saw, as the best boat, you ever saw was superior to
the second boat on the river. Every way a noble vessel,
and as swift as a balloon.

With tenderest love,

Yours

J.F.C.
Alas! How I miss the Laights.

Mrs. Laight, so often mentioned in this correspondence, was
Elizabeth Watts, a daughter of John Watts and Jane de Lancey.

She was horn about 1793; was the wife of Henry Laight, and
a cousin and very intimate friend of Mrs. Cooper's.

TO MRS. COOPER, COOPERSTOWN

Head's, Sunday, November 3Qth, 1845

My dearest Sue,

I supped with old McAdams and Kit Hughes, tit Joe
Ingersoll's last, Friday. The old man was in good spirits,
and well disposed to talk, but also disposed to listen. On
the whole, I was pleased with him, though I think he is
very strong headed. I did not name Mrs, DC Wint to
him.

Elliott, is here, and in an advanced dropsy, not only of
the body and limbs, but of the heart and chest. He cannot
survive, I should think, though he seems to think he may.
I have seen his wife, and thanked her for the "few little
matters," Elliott, himself, believes he is getting better.

Read is going to the coast of Africa, and the Mediter-
ranean, with a broad pennant. This is the service foright was one of the pleasantest I ever passed
